PREFACE	vil
may invalidate the inquiry. The authority of half a dozen funda-
mental stores of ballad poetry should be enough to guarantee the
soundness of the general plan.
Temptation was offered to carry the inquiry outside Europe.
Perhaps some one else may do so; but for the present it seemed
that Europe is a sufficiently homogeneous mass, and that the
movement of ballads within Europe could be related to place and
time, so that the whole study could have the solidity of history.
European ballads are such and such; they resemble each other
broadly so; they rise at approximately similar times, under
approximately similar circumstances; there has been a traffic in
certain motifs, so marked that one can establish the trade routes;
the motifs are often associated with certain facts which give us a
chronology of sorts. Poems rather like ballads have been composed
and sung outside the Ural frontier: the Confucian odes, perhaps
old Arabic raiding poems, Armenian and Caucasian folk-verse,
and the ballads of Rajputana, of which my friend Dr. Kalidas
Nag has made me aware. All these things might have come into
the picture had I been concerned to discuss balladry in the
abstract; but my problem was more concrete and historical, and
in any case there was the necessity of bringing the work to some
end, especially when it was composed on the lip of the erupting
volcano of Europe.
So this book is an attempt to write down answers to questions
which have perplexed its author; but he does not suppose himself
so singular that no one should be found to share his wish for greater
assurance. Indeed, he has had evidence to the contrary. In the
course of pondering and puzzling, portions of this book have
bubbled over in the presence of friends of quite a number of
different nationalities, and they have seldom been treated with
indifference. Members of small nations with rich balladries have
expressed delight at the recognition of their genuine worth;
others have been attracted by the width of the theme, or have had v
an interest in some special aspect. A critic, who believes ballads
on the whole to be very small beer, exempts Sir Patrick Spens\
and one does not have to ask many questions before finding that
almost every sensitive person fondles in his heart some favourite
ballad: Tarn Lin, La Pernette, Count Arnaldos, The Maiden of
Kosovo, Unter der Lindey Holger Danske, Constantine and Arete,
Dobrynja's Return, or Sadko's Voyage. There are those who like

